THE   BURNING   SECRET

caged in this room. What are they talking about? Will
their secret be disclosed., when I'm not there to share it
with them? It's awful to feel there's a secret in the air,
always when I'm with grown-ups. They shut me out,
especially at night, and talk in whispers if I drop in and
take them unawares. I feel I'm on the track of their
secret, and yet I just miss guessing what it's all about.
This isn't the first time I've tried to understand. Those
books I sneaked from Dad's table and shelves i Only the
trouble was that even when I had read them from cover
to cover I never understood what they were driving at.
There's something that escapes me every time. How
Emma, our parlourmaid, laughed at me when I begged
her to explain a passage! Oh, I think it's dreadful to be
a child, full of curiosity and not daring to ask questions.
Grown-ups merely grin, and look down on a fellow as if
he were a fool. But something tells me I'll soon know
everything there is to know. I'm not going to give in
until I do. . . ."

He strained his ears to catch a possible footstep. But
only the breeze murmured in the foliage, swaying the
branches and breaking the moonbeams into a thousand
facets of light scattered among the shadows.

"They must be up to something they are ashamed of,
otherwise why should they trouble to tell me such idiotic
lies? I expect they're having a good laugh at getting
rid of me. Never fear, my turn will come. I've been a
silly ass to allow them to lock me in. Ought to have
stuck to them and never let them out of my sight. Grown-
ups aren't very clever at hiding what they are doing, and
they'd be sure to give themselves away before long.
They fancy we children go to sleep, and they forget that
we know all kinds of dodges so as to overhear what they
say and see what they do. We're not so stupid as they
imagine. When Aunt Clara had a baby two months
ago they pretended to be ever so much surprised. But
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